FIRST NOTE-BOOK

February, 189, . .

THE snow has been flailing continuously for the
last three days and all the roads are blocked. It has
been impossible for me to go to R . . . , where I have been
in the habit of holding a service twice a month for the
last fifteen years. This morning not more than thirty of
my flock were gathered together in La Brevine chapel.

I will take advantage of the leisure this enforced
confinement affords me to think over the past and to set
down how I came to take charge of Gertrude,

I proposed to write here the whole history of her
formation and development, for I seem to have called up
out of the night her sweet and pious soul for no other
end but adoration and love. Blessed be the Lord for
having entrusted me with this task!

Two years and six months ago, I had just driven back
one afternoon from La Qbaux-de-Fonds, when a litde
girl, who was a stranger to me, came up in a great hurry
to fetch me to a place about five miles off, where she said
an old woman lay dying. My horse was still in the shafts,
so I made the child get into the carriage, and set off at
once, after having first provided myself with a lantern,
as I thought it very likely I should not be able to get back
before dark,

I had supposed myself to be perfectly acquainted with
the whole country-side in the neighbourhood of my
parish; but when we had passed La Saudraie farm,
the child made me take a road which I had never
ventured down before. About two miles further on,
however, I recognized on the left-hand side a mysterious
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